The salesgirl looked through a great heap of them, in
vain. There was no "Wanda."

"And I'd have taken a dozen," I said. "Couldn't you
order them?"

"We're getting a new shipment with all kinds of names
next week. Won't you drop in then?"

I dropped in the following week. The new shipment
had not yet arrived. "Couldn't you send a special order?"
I tried again.

The proprietor came over. "We'll write," he said. "You
shall have it. Next week or the week after."

"I'll buy two dozen," I said by way of encouragement.

Neither that week nor the week after did they have any.
"We'll write again," the proprietor assured me.

Two months or more passed in this way. Naturally
Wanda knew nothing about my campaign. We went away
for a summer holiday. When we got home, toward the
end of August, 1947, I dropped in again.

"Remember? Two dozen handkerchiefs? With Wanda
on them?"

"Yes," said the proprietor. "We wrote. We ordered
them, but they still haven't sent any. But maybe if you're
around here next week. . . ."

I was around again the following week, but this time
I had no reason to go in after the handkerchiefs. Very
likely they had arrived by then, and were waiting in the
shop. But after what I have already said, it is much more
likely that they had not. She will never know how hard
I worked for those handkerchiefs. The surprise didn't
come off. That's another memory I'm left alone with. The
perfectly silly, but human, idea still troubles me sometimes

320ld have been plenty."
